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coincidences, and backwards and forwards in time between
my ninth year and . . . You'll have to look that up in
Whtfs Who.
Why, even the very shoes . . . the treacherous shoes
with the smooth, uncorrugated soles that slip on the
slightest moisture of tiled floors or asphalted pavements
and so precipitated me under those truck wheels * , . those
very shoes I bought not two months ago in., not Memphis,
but Clarksville, Tennessee. Wasn't that accident, then, a
manifestation of the wrath of the State of Cotton? She knew
that I was going to write about her weather and reached
from one confine of my life's journeyings to the other here
on the Mediterranean to stop my pen for ever. It must
be that. More than anything else people hate others to say
things against their weathers!
That was the second time—or indeed the fourth—that
Tennessee has had a wipe at me. ... It was a few years
ago. We had just got out of Virginia through the beautiful
Shenandoah Valley onto the Tennessee upland road. We
were doing seventy-eight, a dauntless lady driving Mr*
Loeb's large open Buick. The car had occasion to lunge
into the left-hand ditch, to swerve on its two left wheels
across the road, inclining at a very acute angle, taking, I
should say,, eight hours to cross, and to crash into the right-
hand ditch.
That ambushment of Destiny had been caused by a
negro's flivver., doing forty and swerving right across our
seventy-eight. And that reaching out of the finger of
annihilation did have its after-effects. I shiver now, thinking
of it, I suppose because, instead of applying to St. Christopher
whilst it happened, I was thinking of my home in the rue
Vaugirard and said to myself:
'Well, Fve had a good life ..." imagining with com-
plete composure that, as they used to say, my last hour had
struck. . . . Being indeed sure of it! So that it was rather a
bunip, after the car had settled in the ditch, to have to return
to the problems of life, the most immediate of which was to
get a lorryful of men that was passing to haul us out of the
ditch. . . . Before that, that morning, in the thick mists

